all being Theophanes. Theodora was interested to see
that the members of the Persian Embassy were there.
The chariots dropped their freight and moved on. The
Green henchmen got into groups, and cleared gangways.
They were going to take no nonsense from any Blue;
their eyes roved up and down for someone who might
reasonably be clubbed. For the moment, they saw no
one; it was a Green meeting. It was a fair, sunny day,
but rather cold; the proceedings were to be brief, for
no one wished to sit long there. Theodora had noted
that much of the audience was organised, drilled, and
even uniformed. There were schools, brotherhoods,
burial and benefit associations, each with some leader,
each with marks and banners. She saw, too, that the
henchmen's bludgeons were all of the make known in
The City slang as "Macedonian ticklers". They had
been supplied from one source, from the same model,
a light strong rod, tipped with a swelling of lead. A
voice spoke just behind her, saying, "I didn't expect to
see you here". Turning, she saw that it was Theophanes.
She greeted him, but was not well-pleased at his speak-
ing to her. His dress was flashy; he was hung about with
the amulets and medals of the political societies of which
he was a member, and he had the look of what he was,
an insolent, cynical, low politician up to any corruption
that was going.

"Ah, girl," he said, "your people were plum good to
me in the old days; I just had to greet you. A fair house,'*
he commented. "But I don't hold with morning shows.
You can't spread the moonlight before dinner."

"I'm told that you can," she said.

"Don't you believe it," he said, smiling. "Not what
I call the moonlight."

"Are you speaking this morning?" she asked.
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